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To the RIGHT HONOURABLE 
E LIZ ABEY 
| CounTEss of NOR THUMBERLAND, 
| This PF O E M 


| j Attempted, in Obedience to the Pleaſure of her late 
moſt Noble and Illuſtrious PARENTS, 


In Teſtimony of that ſingular Acceptance with which it was 
honoured, and of their many undeſerved and 
diſtinguiſhed Favours, 
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Olney, Nov. 15, 1755. ; 
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— 


r 


" . 1 e N ht 1 —— 1 N 
— — : "_ — — — — TOE GI — - 
N N e e pe” g "Ba Y . n nn, * 6" Tr x 4 , ro ff 3 7 
* 5 = _ TE 4 
* 
* 
1 
* 
. 
0 4 5 8 
1 
- 
» % 
* 
U 
4 
* 2 4 
* 
* 
k 
E — 
0 4 
» 7 
4 
* * 4 
* 
* 
4 
* 
— o* * * 
« 
. 
m 9 
d — ; | 
* VP 4 . 
« 4 
4 1 
” Y 
| 
1 
* 
1 
# 
* 
- 
4 & 
PE 
1 
* * 
* 
75 
i. — 
— 4 Le 2 4 


| 
| 


— — . n„»%«“n“n)ũ 


P O FE M 


POR 1 ſhall the a Muſes ſtill 
2 8 d: N On C ooper's Heights, or Grongar Hill? | 
NG Ne 855 Nor other Haunts their Viſits no- 
LSE Than Winaſor, or the Groves of Stowe? 
l When PERCY-LODGE to freſh Delights 
The woo'd, the cheriſh'd 7; rain invites; 


[6 ] 
A the ſweet Shades their Preſence claim, 
"Made great, by that enabling 2 Name. 


They come, in all their — Pride, 
The Siſter Graces at their Side; 
Exſtatic Sounds my Sc aſes teal, 
Their ſoft Divmity 1 feel: 
They warm my Breaſt; they tune my TI 


Nr, 


And Percy-Groves ar | my Song. 
| Wo | 


1 
* 3 


If SoMERSET“ 8 mild he ſhall deign 
His gentle Audience to my Strain, 5 
While, boldly grateful to appear, 1 
My Verſe would win his princely Far; 


If his bright Coxsok r, Friend to Art, 

| The wiſeſt Mind, the gentleſt Heart, 3 
If Suk ſhall, pleas'd, my Lay peruſe, 
ms more inſpiring than the Muſe! 


— —— 
—— — ——— “d 


Shall plant my Laurels in their Shades. 


Genius of this bliſsful Place?! 


7 WIA 
My Genius, favour'd by their Aids, 


Genius of this bliſsful Place, 
Rural Nymph! of baſhful Grace, 
Come, with thy meek Aſſociate-Pow'r, 
Bring the mute S ence from his Bow'r, 
And with him youthful Fu. bring, 
Ranger, ever on the Wing. 


And lonely Contemplation pure, | . 2914 
And Judgment with His Look demure::: EY, 


Join, all join, me on my Way 


fs 


Where I. tune my wand'ring Ea „„ 1 


Thro thy Mazes, o'er thy Green; 83 
Lead me round thy vary'd: Scenes, 
And ev'ry Beauty let me trace; 790g e be SUI 
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[8] 
What Odours, like Arabit's,. ſweet, Io 
From yon bleſt Vale my Senfes greet ? | 


Sure, from her Aramantinc Bow'rs, 


The Queen of Love her Roſes ſhow'rs. 


?Tis more than Viſion, See! the Vale 
Whence all theſe breathing Sweets exhale. 
A Field of Roſes blooms in View, Or ra tui ba 
Of every Species, Scent and Hue. 

ot Enna's F ield, the fam'd, the bleſs d. 
Was of ſuch n PI ABST DEA 
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»Twas once a Pit, bare; ſcorchꝰd, ah ary; z 
A Chaos, rueful to the Eye. ? orulT 
Twas once a marly, barren Waſte," Bein om beg 
By the Spade's greedy Spoils defac d:: 
Neglected, ſhun'd, to Pleaſure loſt; — 


Till SHz (of Heav'n Reſemblance moſt, 


E 
Moſt of his fav'rite Creatures) SHE 
Bid the rude Heap an Eder be. 


: Paſlive to her, her ſweet Command, 
; Now fertile grows the ſteril Sand, 
New Form and Elegance receives, 


And a large, beauteous Offspring gives. 


Thick riſe the Verdures, bloom the Flow'rs, 


The Air perfuming with their Pow'rs. 
| The little Labourers of the Hive 
In the rich Buds for Nectar dive 
f By graſſy Steps, of eafy Tread, | 
Let me, in ſoft Deſcent, be led 

It's Walks to roam; by ſuch — 


The Trojan to Eliziam went. 


B 


I roam 


[10] 


I roam it's Walks, around, around, 
All where I go's enchanted Ground! 
I ſeek it's Grot, and laid at Eaſe, 
Drink i in the Spirit- giving Breeze; 
And ev'ry captiv'd Senſe awhile 
With harmleſs Luxury beguile. 


Now on, to new Delights, I range 
Path after Path, from Change to Change - 
All free, I fetch a Compaſs large, 
Circling the Park's fair ample Verge. 
Often ſunny Meadows viewing, 
Whilſt my devious Rout purſuing, 
Catching there the Gales at play : 

On the Cocks of tanning Hay ;. 
And Plains with Furrows ruſſet brown 


Here and there, mixt up and down, 


[11 

And Flocks I view, in Paſtures fair; 
Feeding wanton, here, and there; 
With the ſmall Birds, ſweetly ſinging, 
* Ev'ry Hedge and Thicket ringing. 


3 Joinin g Accents warbling --- _ — 


Al, the various Concert filling. 


| | Whither, from Walks of grandeſt Shade 
4 My ſweet Tranſition have I made? 


A ſhifting Scene my Eye has caught! 
Where is the rural Lover brought? 


See, to a neat fram'd Hut I —_ 


I oof *d with a Cupola of Straw 3 5 


In artleſs Elegance compleat, 


: * * well a Shepherds Seat. 
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Smooth 


[12] 

Smooth-pav'd, with ſhapely Pebbles clean, 
In which his pictur'd Dog is ſeen 

And from the 4, through parting Trees, 
My Eye a ſtately Temple ſees, 

Half hid in Greens ; and, from my right, 
Apollo s Statue wins my Sight; f 
And from before, thro” breaking Bow'rs, 
High 1indſor lifts her royal Tow'rs ; | 
And, all about me, cloſe at hand, 4-4 3 i 
Tall Crops of bearded Ceres ſtand, _ -- i 
Whoſe ruſling Sound my Ears aſſail, | ; 
Dancing to the jocund Gale. 


Over daiſied Beds I paſs, 
That interſect, of ſmooth-ſhorn Graſs, 
By thin-plac'd Trees at Diſtance found 
With Flow'rs the Rods ſet ſimply round. 
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In frequent Turns, of Fancy's chuſing, 
Idly gazing reading muſing | 
Walking thoughtleſs.—ſitting- lying 


Ev'ry Change of Pleaſure trying. 


When Phabus from his mounted Team 
Pours down direct the moon-ſhed Beam, 
And {| plendent with o'er-tervid Light, 
The F orms too glaring pain the Sight, 
I ſeek the Groves that round me riſe, 
To check the Rage of ſultry Skies ; 
Thro' whoſe cloſe Tops, entwining high, 
Day's ſearching Glance cou'd never pry; 
Where, in ſerpentine Allies green 
The Paths, meand'rin , intervene. 


W 


= $5. 
The Vand rer ſees, who here ſhall ſtray, 
A thouſand Mazes tempt his Way; 


His Steps delighting, while they range, 
With ſweet Perplexity of Change. 

Lo! to the duſky Entrance nigh, 
A dancing Faunus ſtrikes the Eye, 
Whoſe antick Mimes, expreſsꝰd with Grace, 
Relieve the Glooms that ſpread the Place. 


Far in, a lonely Cell is found 
On a ſmall op'ning Plat of Ground, 
"Twixt two tall Elms that, Tempeſt-proof, 
| Riſe ſtately o'er the craggy Roof: 
And a torn Arch above it's Height, 
Shews rudely-graceful to the Sight. 


STIL & | While 


15 J 
While up it's buttreſs'd ſtone-cleft Sides 
His Foot a clamb'ring Ivy guides, 
And Hollies pale, and dark*ning Yew 
The Entrance keep with ſolemn View. 


So look'd the dread Cumæan Cave, 
Where Oracles the SyB1L gave. 


Within, an ample Concave fwells 


Where, near a Seat of native Stone, 

A Fountain keeps its bubbling Moan, 
And from beneath the craggy Wall 
Creeps flow, with tinkling—trilling—Fall. 


Here the ſweet Lady of the Grove 
In lonely Walk delights to rove, 


Of Pummice wrought and ſhining Shells; 


——_— 


[ 2x6 | 


And ſooth with Thought her Mind ferene, 


Charm'd with the ſolitary Scene. 


What Thoughts her happy Mind poſſeſs? 
Thoſe Hours, what rais'd Reflections bleſs ? 


What Taſtes ſhe gains of Heav'nly Love ? 
What Viſits wait her from above? 
To thoſe bright Forms are only known, 


Whoſe Natures are fo like her own. 


By a ſtrange Influence feiz d impreſt— 
I enter, ſtruck—an awe-pleas'd Gueſt. 
Some Genius, ſome celeſtial Grace 
Sure fills, inviſible, the Place! 
1 feel (as with his Preſence caught) 


Immortal Forefights calm my Thought! 


feel 


L 17 ] 
1 feel a Ray, a Hope divine, 


| F Thro* my dark Breaſt of Sorrows ſhine ! 

; Light grows my Lot, perplex'd and toſs'd, 

1 My Preſent in my Future loſt ; 

ö While thus, methinks (my Mind to cheer) 
The bright Intelligence I hear: 

13 Why pin'ſt thou at thy Doom unbleſt ? 
Why ſobs thy diſappointed Breaſt ? 

« How vain Ambition is thy Strife! 

« What, thy poor Moment, fleeting Life / 
„Ho tranſient, how uncertain all 
The . mixt 1 which 8 we call! 


0 


A 


EC. 


£ 


cf 


c Diſclaim thy Hopes of earthly Good! 
Falſe are thoſe dazling Objects view'd : 
As in the Mirrour of the Stream 


'The Landſcapes all inverted ſeem. . 
| £ ce Bear 


„ And Griefs, each Day repeated o'er, 


[18 ] 


ee Bear Soul! with keen Misfortunes ſmart, 


« Call in thy Withes, reſtleſs Heart 3 . 
& Tho', with Viciſſitude of Woes, Sn Þ 
% Dawn thy fad Morns ! thy Evenings cole?! 


6 The friendly Grave, Care's ſweeteſt Bed, 
4 Shall ſafely reſt thy anxious Head, 


| „ Vex the frail Child of Duſt no more. 


When thy dark Thoughts their Clouds encreaſe 
Turn to the Realms of Light, of Peace: 


e Far ſhall thy Soul nor need to roam, P 
cc Look to the Skies and view thy Home.” I. 


Loth I leave this charming Cell, 
While ſuch Lores my Paſſions quell; 


While 


L 49 J 
Z While ſuch Scenes my Senſes greet 


| Wildly grand, and rudely ſweet— 
And the ſhrill Buzz of the Fly, 
And the Drone's baſe Minſtrilſy, N 
And the Linnet from above, | 18 
And the mournful Turtle-Dove, oy, "30 
And the loud loquacious Jay, 
And the Birds on ev'ry Spray, 
Native Concerts round impart, 
Soothing Sadneſs from the Heart. E 
ſe [Where employ'd on thoughtful Themes, 15 1 1 
Where inſpir'd with gentleſt Dreams, 1 
Pleas'd, a Hermit would I dwell 


Loth I leave this charming Cell. [15112-2215 


Slow—contemplative ed {tray 


herever Chance inclines my Way. 


ule 2 O'er 


Tow) 
O'er broad, green Walks that ſpacious lie, 


Wall'd in with Trees, and roof d with Sky. 
Where the Leal rets ſporting thro? 


Catch at diff? rent Turns the View, 

Till a wide Area Proſpect yields | 

Of ruſtick Farms, and neighb'ring Fields, 
And Colnbroof's Vill the Eye obtains | 


And Hounſlow ſpreads her op ning Plains 


And in the Meads of lofty Grafs, | 
The Mower ſtrays, and nut-brow Laſs : 


In mirthful Bands they crop the Soil, 


And laugh and prattle Oer their Teil. 


Re- entring now the woody Glades, 


The Hexagon my Sight invades, 


Rear d of firm Stone the Pile is found 


Fenc'd with the Poet's Laurel round, 


[ar] 
Where o'er the Door his Lays divine 
Inſcrib'd in golden Letters ſhine. 


Hall ſolitary Horrors, ſweet ! 
True Reſidence of ſoft Repoſe, 


Of Peace, which humble Fortune knows. 


Politely grac'd the lofty Room 
Strikes, from within, an awful Gloom 
Turn'd to fix Views it's Windows lie 
That meet, from diffrent Walks, the Eye, 
Here the great Maſter of the Bow'r 
Taſtes oft retir'd the ftudious Hour, 


MOTTO on the Hexagon. - . 


| * © vol SOLINGHI E TACITURNE ORRORI 
702 DI RIPOSO E DI PACE ALBERGHI VERI, 


* Hail thou! of Silence bleſs'd, the Seat! 


And 


i 


L 22 1 
And, by Reflection deep, impreſs d, 
Improves the Virtues of his Breaſt. 


Still cou'd J ſtay in fix'd Delight, 
But a new Charm has caught my _ 


Graceful it's Range of Columns riſe; 


In plaineſt Ornament, yet great; 


O'er a Canal it looks with State, 
And, from it's Scite, it's Proſpects gain, 
Down five long Walks, the diſtant Plain. 


Behind two ſmall Apertures ſpread, 
Where, in my Tour alternate led K] 
A Circle wide of Trees appear 
A woody Aueh; ; 


That glancing round the Temple ſpies, 


Soft 


[25] 
Soft Zephyrs ſport the Boughs between, 


Breathing o'er the bloſſom'd Bean, 
Whence the wing'd ] Inſects fetch their Spoil, 
Singing to ny hony'd Toil. 


Where ſhall I turn, or rove, or ſtay ? . 


Some new, new Pleaſure tempts away. 


Now the tall Green-houſe, ſeen from far, 
"Lures me o'er the ſleek Parterre, > 
From whence the grand Canal is ſpy'd- 

Stretching ſmooth, and long, and wide, 


O'er whoſe Surface, looking down,* 
Chertſey's Hills the Landſcape crown; 
While my Ear is liſt ning made 

By the falling cloſe Caſcade. - 


Now 


17 
Now the Bongalo 1 invites 
To range it's Rooms and climb it's Heights, 


Whence {ors Tower, and Windfer, green, 


Are, from the airy Summits, ſeen. 
All open round, for Coolneſs made, 


The light Apartments wide are lad; 


It's foreign Looks, well copy'd, pleaſe, 
A Model of the fam'd CHineſe. 


Some new, new Pleaſure tempts away 


Ranging, ſhifting, to and fro, 
Happy Libertine I ge. 
Sometimes Path with Gravel ſmooth + 
Eaſy Ambulations ſooth, | 
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[25] 


Where the bending Beeches twine 
And a Length of Arbour. join, „ 


Terminating (pleas'd) the Sight, 


In their low-bent Arch of Light, 


At whoſe End a Gothic Seat 


Yields me Place of ſhort Retreat— 


Till, from roving led to rove, 


Near, th* Talic fair Alcove 


Stops my Eye, to mark the pile, 
Where, with reſted Limbs the we, 


IEpwaRbp's royal Buſt T join, - 
Glory of the SEYMouR Line. 


Back my Thoughts, revolving faſt, 
Trace thoſe hap pieſt Annals paſt, 
When, of Heaven's full, pureſt Ray 
Beam'd our N oon of Goſpel-day. 

Ah! declining fince—obſcure— R | 


Foul bedim'd with Miſt. unou 


- » F< 


* 
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| [ 26 1 8 
Wan it's Luſtre! wain'd ! decay'd!— 
Sinking in primeval Shade ! 


Tracking up the ſhining Clue, 
Mem'ry ſighs, in fad Review! 
With the preaching,” modern, Scheme, 
Heart-diſguſted—drops the Theme! 


——Freſh Excurſions calm me ſoon, 
Gazing penſive Tumult down —- 
here, uprais'd, a princely Tent 
Wide diſplays it's Ornament: 

Sofas ſpread luxurious lay, 
Deck'd in F ringe —with Hangings gay 
And Statues in my Walk are ſeen— 


And Woods with Fields enclos'd between—. ; 


Ranging, filing, to. and "Dh 3 


. Libertine I go. PAY 


ny ay mn _7 


| Here let me yet an Hour deceive, : . 
In the cool Walk by Twilight Eve, | 
When in ſtill Air on dark ning Plains, 
Each Grove a ſofter Aſpect gains, 
That ſeems a Picture to the Eye, 
1 Drawn on the Canvas of the Sk yr. 
And ſhifting Clouds, as fades the Light, | : 
put on a thouſand Robeings bright, 
Till their poud Tints at length decay, 
Chang'd for coarſe Veſts of Palmer , 


80 ſhall the lovelieſt Fa ace at laſt | 
Be, by dull Age's Veil, o ercaſt.— 


Sad ſings the Philomel forlorn, 
The heavy Beetle winds his Horn, 
Forth flies the Bat, Day's banifh'd Fowl, 
Her nightly Hoot begins the Owl. 
From the dark Cavern's drear Ahode 
Steals the fell Weazel, and the Load.— 


[28 ] 
The quiv ring Leaves, the Moon's _ Beam 


Now juſt has tipt with filver'd Gleam; 3 
And in her dewy Lodging damp, 

The Glow-worm hung her ghſt*'rmg Lamp; 
When a black Horror ſpreads my Mind, 

' Unuſual, ſudden Pang I find; 

I feel my vital Pow rs depart, - 

Chill Melancholy damps my Heart, 

My boſom'd Thoughts for Utt' rance well, 

On a mourn'd Subject much they dwell; 
When Griefs „that long my Breaſt had pent, 


ll Thus to the ſilent Night I vent. 


« He's gone ! the Grave's too early Prey, 
cc That Angel, Fate has ſnatch'd away! 

C Who might for long, for happier Days 
Have hv'd, to patroniſe my Lays; 

* « Liv'd! to have warm'd their nobleſt Rage, 


& And prov'd the Shelter of my Age. 


= 
| 
| 


(Touch'd with ſtrange Woes). a/l (ſenſeleſs Things 


[29]. 
Cc That promis'd Hero ! Patriot !—all 
& That great we ſee, or beſt we call! 


Alas—he's gone "ar Country's Hope, 
« His antient Houſe's laſt, dear * 


& A Neſtor s Wiſdom 1 in a Youth !— 


6% That Form, all Sweetneſs, Senſe, 3 Truth. 


„ Whoſe Worth had ev'ry Heart engroſs d 


«© The lovely ! lov'd! and ah !—the loſt! 


C Wonder of Excellence beheld ; 
4 Scarce equall d e er, by none excell d. 
In all Perfection, paſt Degree 
« So good. Ah BRAUCHdzur !—is it thee?” 


ä ous — . — — ĩ᷑ —— — — Eq 


Thy Name has rais'd the Eccho's Cries, 
Ah BE AUCHAur His it thee? (ſe gh / Wh 
Ah BEaucnamel thee?—Woods, Plains and Springs 


( 30 ] 


Their Murmurs and their Plaints diffuſe ;-. - 


Woods wail ! 'Floods moan! and weep the Dews !- 


All join to raiſe. my Grief's ſwoln Tide: 


' While penſive, by my drooping Side, 
Thy lov'd, thy faithful Bruen here, 
Looks up, as conſcious of * Tear. 


- a 


Still, fil he fives 0 calm our Strife 5 
Far happier lives, far nobler Life ; 
Angelic Worlds have ſeen him riſe, 


| Have lodg'd the Cherub in his Skies. 27 


* 


Such Change divineſt Solace gives; 2 
More great! more ebleſt! he ſhines! he lives! 1 


Henceforth—farewel . PERCY-GROVES 


(Seat of the Maſes and the Loves) 


This laſt fad Tribute is allow” d; 
What to thy Manes, long, I vow d. 


[ 3r] 

O if thoſe Groves (in which retir'd 
Firſt their ſweet Charms this Verſe inſpir d) 
Kind to the Verſe a Fame would give, 
Like them, immortal might it live. 


What tho” no Hill thy level Soil 
For Proſpect yields, the Gazer's Toil, 
Tere, like the OWNER's Mind, is fpy'd 
True Greatneſs, without ſwelling Pride. 
The Yonderer here, that led to ſtray 
Thy vary'd Beauties ſhall ſurvey, 
No fairer Scenes ſhall wiſh 8 
No Proſpect want while viewing Thee. a 


O Spot, beyond Defcription bright, | e 
Sequeſter d Seat of pure Delight, CEIG 
Reſembling moſt that happy Pla 2 3 ee 
The firſt beſt Seat of Human Race: | 


—— 


r 
Il REESE 

As bleſt thy Groves, thy Plains as fair, 
And honouf id by rant a Hair. D 2054) u ⁰⁰˙ f 
Lives there, by Virtues or by Blood. 
His worthier? gentle, generous, good. 
Lives there than HER, of female Kind, 
A ſweeter Form, a loyelier Mind? ens, oth 
Benigneſt Stars their, Births, impreſs'd, EEE 


5 11101 
- a Loves the happieſt Hymen bleſs d. 1 
| - - > Wha Zeman i 
Tho * my ys buſy d Lite embroils, | \ 4 a 
A Life worn out in ſrudious Toils, DIY 3 

£ A 
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Tedious tho move my Minutes donn, b 
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Forc d from the lov' d, too diſtant Town, i 
Favour d the while, of feeling Heart, 


Grateful, but! ignorant of Art; 
The Debt ſo due, till yet delay'c d, 
My Moss hath to her PATRONS pad. 
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